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SORTO' 
HOTCIBRE 



The old-timer had agreed to meet me on 
the Mansion House porch at ten o'clock. It 
was now quarter of eleven, and worry was 
beginning to nag at me, for the old-timer 
prided himself on his punctuality. I was on 
the verge of making inquiries at the Mansion 
House desk when I saw him coming up the 
street. 

Had it not been for his characteristic gait, 
I would not have recognized him at first 
glance. He was, as he would put it, "duded 
up" in black trousers, white shirt with black 
string tie, frock coat and high-crowned hat. 
He looked like an 1865 tintype come to life. 
Before ascending the hotel steps, he 
paused for a deep breath. His face was more 
solemn than I had ever _ seen it, but the 
solemnity faded when he caught sight of me. 
"Howdy, Mr. Wilson," he smiled, moving 
a little wearily across the porch to 'settle in 
his favorite splint-bottomed chair. "Sorry I'm 
late." 

"That's okay," I assured him, "now that 
I know you're not ill." 

He sighed, took off the high-crowned hat, 
and mopped his perspiring brow with a ban- 
danna, the vivid red of which contrasted 
startlingly with his somber garb. "If I was 
to get sick now, doggoned if I'd know what 
to do about it." 

"What everybody else does — call your 
doctor," I grinned. 

For a long moment he was silent, staring 
off at the mountains. "Reckon that'd be kinda 
hard to do." His voice was laced with loneli- 
ness. "Seein' as how I just came from his 
funeral an' the readin' o' his will." 

There was nothing I could say, I could 
only look off at the mountains as he was 



doing, and embarrassedly wish I had not 
been so flippant. 

Either the old-timer did not notice my em- 
barrassment or he decided to ignore it, be- 
cause he went on talking. And, now, his 
voice was warmer, as if talking of his friend 
lessened his loneliness. 

" Twas close to fifty years ago when Doc 
Elmore opened up his office here," he be- 
gan. "He was a gentle sort o' hombre, sparin' 
o' words. Never said much about his past, but 
that warn't unusual out here, in those days. 
He knew his doctorin'. That's all folks cared 
about. 

"Wal.'him an' me hit it off from the start- 
both in a friendly way an' in business." At 
my surprised look, he added hastily, "I was 
a deppity sheriff then, an' this town was 
about as violent as any outside o' Tombstone. 
So there was a powerful lot o' gunplay. 
Savvy?" 

1 nodded. "You arrested the culprits and 
Doc took care of the victims." 

"Right." A smile, more reminiscent than 
mirthful, glimmered in the faded blue eyes 
behind the rimless spectacles. "Sometimes, 
Doc had to patch up the guilty ones, too — 
so's the law could give 'em their just des- 
serts." He gestured significantly toward his 
neck and, apparently, was reminded of the 
unaccustomed tie, because he loosened it 
before continuing: 

"After a coupla years, the town sorta 
settled down. The first church was built, an' 
the school, too. 

"Doc took 1 a real shine to the school- 
teacher, Alvina Bentley, an' I didn't blame 
him. She was .a fine figger of a woman an' 
carried herself like she had a ramrod for a 
spine. Her standards for livin' were as 



straight as her back. An' afore she'd even 
go to prayer meetin' with Doc, she made 
sure he wasn't a cardplayin', carousin' man." 
The old-timer chuckled. "Reckon if she'd o' 
known him an' me played checkers most 
every Friday night, she'd o' had conniptions-. 

"Wal, when Doc an' Alvina had been keep- 
in' comp'ny about six months, an hombre 
named 'Kansas' Kirby started raisin' cain 
hereabouts. Him an' his sidekick — a no- 
good named 'Slivers' — were kinda clever in 
a nee-farious sort o' way. Their black masks 
covered every scrimption o' their faces, an' 
neither of 'em ever said more'n was neces- 
sary. Mostly, they let their six-guns do the 
talkin' for 'em. An', b'lieve me, those shoot- 
in' irons worked overtime. 

"O' course, folks got up in arms about 
all the robbin' an' shootin' an' read me an' 
the sheriff a reg'lar riot act. But all we could 
do was ride out with a posse, after each hold- 
up, an' try to ride 'em down. Warn't no 
other way o' nabbin' 'em, 'cause we didn't 
have the ghost of an idee how they looked. 

"One evenin' — - 'tween posse rides — I 
ran into Doc right in front o'' that big tree." 
The old-timer pointed to a giant sycamore 
Shading the other end of the porch. "He 
was beamin' from ear to ear. Miss Alvina'd 
promised to wed him two weeks from the 
followin' Sattiday. 

" 'An' you're standin' up with me,' he de- 
clared. 

"I was plumb honored, so I said I'd be 
glad to oblige IF Kirby an' Slivers didn't 
pick that partic'lar night for another hold- 
up." The old-timer paused to take out his 
corncob pipe but, instead of lighting it, 
put it back in his pocket. 

I was impatient for the story's climax, 
which I knew was nearing. "And did they?" 
I could not help but ask. 

The old-timer shook his head. "They picked 
the very next Sattiday night. An' they picked 
on the The Lost Bonanza Saloon — right 
here in town. They pulled off the job slick 
as a whistle, without firin' a single shot. 
But, as they backed into the street, with their 
hands full o' gold and guns. Doc an' me came 
along — smack into the light streamin' out 
from the window o' The Lost Bonanza. 

"The taller bandit took one look at us 



t a name that sounded sorta 
like 'Hosea,' but I knew it couldn't o' been, 
'cause neither Doc nor me had a first name 
like that. 

"Doc stiffened like he'd been hit with 
a bolt o' lightnin'. Then, hanged if he didn't 
whip out a gun an' down both o' those owl- 
hoots with two o' the fastest, straightest 
shots I ever seen." The old-timer smiled as 
if admiring, in memory, Doc's amazing feat. 

"Wal, to make a long story short," he 
continued after a moment, "we didn't know 
which of 'em was Kirby an' which was 
Slivers, so we planted 'em with grave 
markers sayin' 'Tall Bandit' on one, an' 'Short 
Bandit' on 'tother. 

"When she heard about Doc killin' two 
men, Alvina busted the engagement. An' 
Doc never looked at another woman — in. a 
romantical way. He never talked about 
Alvina, nor about the shootin', either. 

"Today I found out why. 'Twas Doc's 
will that told me. He left ever'thing to me. 
Ever'thing that's left after payin' for a tomb- 
stone to be ee-rected over the tall bandit's 
grave. There's to be words on the tombstone: 
'lames Kirby Elmore'." The old-timer sighed. 
"Reckon that's it, Mr. Wilson." 

Not for me, it wasn't. "You mean" Doc 
and this bandit were brof hers?" I asked. 

The old-timer shrugged. "Neither of 'em 
was old enough to be the other's pa. An' 
besides, Doc's will was signed 'Joseph Hosea 
Elmore.' 'Tain't likely anybody but close 
kiri would o' called Doc by his middle 
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